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and we resumed our walk. c You must remember,
dear/ she said, c never to do that again. I thought it
was the Fenians/ c The what, Miss Plimsoll ? * < The
Fenians, dear/ I left it at that. I was afraid, at that
time, only of the supernatural.

Am I unfilial in treating with such levity matters
which to my mother and her family were of over-
whelming seriousness ? Or is it atavism which dulls
my sympathy for the Calvinism of Ulster and sends
my heart winging backwards to Hamilton Rowan of
Killyleagh who schemed with Tone and Edward
Fitzgerald on behalf of the United Irishmen, or across
the sea to Skye where my Nicolson forbears wrangled
in Gaelic with the MacDonalds ? I rejoice that I am
not concerned with any Irish controversy. Yet for
my Uncle Dufferin the combat with the Land League
and then with the Home Rulers cast recurrent clouds
across the wide and sun-splashed landscape of his life.

(3)

From the outset he was in a false position* The
memory of Skibbereen had left a permanent impress
upon his sensibility whereas his liberal principles and
his respect for Mr, Gladstone imposed progressive
views. He was not unaware that his ancestors had
obtained these lands by spoliation, nor had he any-
thing but contempt for those absentee landlords who
allowed their agents to oppress the peasantry. Yet
he was a man of great possessions and he felt a need
of loyalty towards his caste.

Even his reason came into conflict with his sym-
pathies. He saw clearly that a small agricultural
country with a rapidly expanding population was faced